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LOVE AND DUTY. 


(CONTINUED.) 


Meapetzmne, cried he, do 
tell me who So ! exclaim- 
ed she, sinking back on her pil- 
low, you need not goon: I know 
what you would say ; you have | 
seen her, and all my precautions 
have been vain! And why 
should I of see her? cried Eu- 
gene, seizing her hand : why did 
you wish te prevent me frem see- 
ing her ?—why wish to deprive 
me ofso much happiness? Hap- 
piness! did you say? cried Ma- 
deleine—there, go—leave me, and 
come hither no more. Madeleine, 
replied he, you shock and terrify 
me! what do you mean ?—For- 
bid me your house! forbid it me, 
too, when Yes, exclaimed 
she, when you have found out 
what a treasure it occasionally 
contains. Then she does visit 
here, often, does she? Often! 
sheand you are the comfort of 








claimed Eugene, traversing the 
room hastily; but she looks good, 
she looks like an angel! Made- 
kine looked at him, and sighed 
deeply. But how has it been 
possible, Madeleine, that you 
should not have mentioned her t» 
| me, what prevented you? Ho- 
nor, principle: was I, the de- 
pendant on your father’s bounty, 
to expose his only child to the 
danger of forming an improper 
attachment ? Improper attach- 
ment ? exclaimed Eugene. Yes: 
had my young friend rank and 
fortune equal to her virtues, I 
should have gloried in seeing you 
united to her ; but as it is, her 
very name is aneternal bar to 
your union: and— Her xamea 
bar ? why, who is she? For pi- 
ty’s sake trifle with my impa- 
tience no longer !—what is her 
name? Constantia d’Anglade. 
Constantia d’Anglade! reitterated 
Eugene. What, that poor unfor- 
tunate orphan, over whose fate 
I have so often wept—the daugh- 
ter of that unhappy husband, and 








my life! 


Heaven bless her, ex- i 


that wnhappy wife, so cruelly 
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Inimy opinion, and so unjustly | 


eondemned ! Unjustly condemn- 
ed! cried Madeleine, with a 
scream of joy, and do you then 
believe them T do; 
nay, I always did, though my 


innocer:t : 


father was ever against them. | 


Oh, my dear constantia, said Ma- 
deleine, shedding tears as she 
spoke—how happy would you be 
to know that there isone human 
teing in the world, besides the 
poor Madeleine, who thinks*your 
revered parents injured and inno: 


cént! 


“Then tell her directly ;— 
pray do, Madeleine :~-and you 
may also tell her, that I am con- 
vinced, one day or other, the in- 
nocence of her parents will be 
made manifest to the world.” 


“ My dear good child, it is the 
hopeof that alone that has sup- 
ported her under her trials.” 


“ But tell me all you know of 
her; pray do.” Madeleine, in 
her delight at finding Eugene a 
friend to the injured d’Anglades, 
forgot all her caution, and related 
to hinithe misery of Constantia ; 

when, atthe age of fifteen, she 
found herself an indigent orphan, 
with a name publicly disgraced, 


with scarcely any friend in the | 


world, and with no resources but 
her ewn industry. 











9 —-———— 


virtue, she had piety,” cried Mad 
eleine ;“* and remembering that 
1 had been the friend of her moth- 
er, in the days of our joint pros- 
perity, and had written kindly to 
her in her adversities, she came 
to my house, and conjured me to 
take her in my protection, and 
let her board with me, while she 
maintained herself by embroide- 
ry, and other sort of work, assist. 
ed by theniggard by bounty ofa dis. 
tant relation. I folded her fond- 
ty to my bosom, and told her I 
would be her friend ; but I also 
told her, that I dared not atlow 
her to live under the same roof 
with me, because I knew. that 
my proteetor, the president des 
Essars, had been so convinced of 
her parents guilt that he would 
be angry if Frecéived their daugh- 
ter as my Companion. Besides, 
I had another objection to this ar- 
rangement: I looked at her, 
young, beautiful, innocent, and 
unfortunate, and I thought of 
you, Eugene.” 


“Well, well; go on—you 
were only too prudent.” he ex- 
claimed. And Madeleine con- 
tinued :—‘“* Constantia was af 
length decided that che should 
havea small lods:iig, which I re 
commended to Ler, and only vis- 
“ And 
does she visit you only in an 
“ No ;—-she hates 


it me every evening.” 


evening ?” 








But she had energy, she had } to be seen; she dreads observa 
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ticn; she sinks under the con- 
sciousness of being looked upon 
as the child of a condemned 
criminal ; and with no human 
being but myself will she ever 
now hold converse.” ¢ Poor 
Constantia ! said Eggené, with a 
deep sigh ; “‘andcan she main- 
tain herself? “ Yes—her wants 
are few ; the necessaries of life 
areall that she requires ; and e- 
ven out of her pittance she finds 
means to bring me, even now and 
then, atrifling present, to show 
her good will; for she loves me 
most tenderly, because I think her 
dear parents suffered unjustly.” 
“Then,” exclaimed Eugene, press- 
iig Madeleine's’ arm with even 
convulsive earnestness, “ for the 
same reason she would love me 
too! Well! but, Madeleine, dear 
Madeliene, what can we do for 
her? what can I do for her?” 
“ Do? you do for her? Yes ; 
who should, If Ido not! I, the 
heir of thousands ; I rioting in 
luxuries, while she is forced to 
eafn her daily bread ; I, courted, 
honored, nad flattered, from the 
incre empty pretensions and acci- 
dent of birth and fortune; while 
she, rich ia beauty and virtues, is 
tozecd to hide herself from the ob- 
loquy which no crime of hers, 
rez] or supposed, can have dcser- 


ved, and te hold converse with 


only one human being, because 
that one has candor, justice, and 
I can’t bear it, Made 








leine, I can’t bear it, Nay, don” 
shake your head; Iam not in love 
with mademoiselle d’Ar.glade ; I 
never shall be in love 'with her ; 
she is to me an object too sacred 
for aught but distant, respectfal 
admiration ; hes wrongs and her 
sorrows,inspire me with a sort of 
awe and veneration forher, whol- 
ly incompatible with a softer pas- 
sion, I feel that I could almost 
move mountains to do service ; 
but, believe me, dear Madeleine, 
my feelings have nothing of love 
in them !” 


And strange to say, Madeleiné 
believed him :but he could not 
prevail on her to believe that it 
would become Constaintia d’An- 
glade to receive pecuniary favors 
froma young man. 


‘¢ But remember,” said Eugene, 
“ ]T havea claim on her; I be- 


lieve her father and mother in- 


nocent!” And as that isti @ 2r as 
test favor you can bestow on her, 
so is it the on/y one which she 
without a blush can receive.” 
Well, but you will let me 6ee 
her and know hef ?” * If she has 
no objection.” “But I am her 
father’s friend!” cried Eugene, 
and having repeated his claims to 
Constantia’s favor on that account 
a hundred times, he tuok his 
leave, resolved to wateh his op- 
portanity, and introduce himselfé 


The succeeding evening, when 


ee dl 3 






































a ae . 








228 


THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 








he went to Madeleine’s house, he 
thought he should arrive thére 
just before Constantia left her ; 
but, as he opened the street door, 
he found her on the other side of 
it preparing to depart. Eugene 
had now the long wished for op- 
portunity to introduce himself; 
but, alas! where was his courage. 
He was unable either to speak or 
detain Constantia ; and while, 
with rathera cold and forbidding 
stateliness, she made him a slight 
bow, and Ieft the house, “ This 
is very strange,” thought he: ‘to 
be sure Madeleine has not told her 
what I think of her father.” * You 
came rather mal-a-propos,” said Ma- 
deleine, as spiritless and disap- 
pointed he entered, and threw 
himself on a se@at beside her. 


*“‘ Just-as you attempted to o- 


pen the door, which made, you 
know, seme resistance, and conse- 
quently some neise, I was telling 
mademoiselle d’Anglide that I 
was expecting the son of the pre- 
sident des Essars ; and I was go- 
ing to inform her of your senti- 
ments relative to her parents, 


-when I heard you coming, and 


told her I believed you were then 
at the deor; on which she started 
up in great disorder, exclaiming 
that she hated to see or be seen 
by any one ; but more especially 
she wished so avoid the soncfa 
man who had dong aii he could 


sbe knew, tc procure the condem- 





‘ 








nation of her injured _.parents. 
Nor could 1,” added Madeleine, 
“detain her an instant.” This 
information removed Eugene’s de- 
pression of spirits immediately : 
for he felt that, grateful as it 
would be to the felings of Constan- 
tia to know that any one believed 
her parents insocent, it would be 


| doubly so to find their warm de- 


fender and friend in the son of the 
President des Essars. ‘ Well— 
but, dear Madeleine,” cried Eu- 
gene, “ she willcome again to. 
morrow, and then you will tell 
herevery thing.” Madeleine pro- 
nised compliance ; 2nd Eugene, 
animated with the certainty that 
he should be the means of procur- 
ing a feling of extreme satisfac- 
tion to the unfortunate Constan- 
tia, returned home in a very envi- 
able frame of mind, 


The following evening he did 
not set outfor his aceustomed visit 
till he thought Constantia must 
have been some time with Ma- 
deleine ; and then he repaired to 
her house, with a beating heart, 
and full of an emotion so violent 
asto be almost ‘painful. When 
he entered the room he saw con- 
stantia, with her veil thrown 
back on her shou!ders, sitting by 
Madeleine, anda glow of satisfze- 
tion overspreading her fine coun. 
tenance, which his conscious heart 
told him was probably owing to 
bim ; and he was confirmed in his 
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pleasurable idea, when Constan- |} believed my revered parents inno 


tia aroseas he appreached. her, 


bowing in respectful silence (for 
not a word could he utter), tears, 
pressed her hands gracefuliy on 
her heart, as if to express her grat- 
itude, and curtsied to him with 
respect nearly equal to that with 
which he saluted her, “I need’ 
not introduce you to each other, 
my dear children,” cried Made- 
leine, while Eugene pressed her 
hand even with more than his 


usual cordiality ; * for you know, 


Eugene, that is madempiselle d’ 
Anglade, and—” 


* And I know,” interrupted 


Constantia, with a faltering voice, }} 


‘- that in this gentleman I ceea 
man who dares to think for kim- 
self, and who adds to the penetra- 
tion necessary to discover inno- 
cence, though involved in a cloud 
of suspicion and prejudice, the 
courage and the kindness to make 
that opinion known.” Still Eu- 
gene only bowed, and stammered 
out—* Madam, you do me hon- 
our: T only did justice, -—~” 
But Constantia did not observe his 
emotion ; sie was only pleasura- | 
bly alive to her own. “ Sir,” 
her full heart overflawing at her 
eyes, which was raised to Eugene 
with an expression which pege- 
trated to his soul, * this dear friend 
has been for years the only person 
“yhom I have dared to lookin the 








face; bocanse she, and she only, | 





cent,an@ beheld me not as the 


child of persons infamous as well 


i ° 
ii as diseraced, and as the prebzble 
: 7 . . . . 

sharer of their iniquity, but as the 


unfortunate offspring of the best 
and most injured of human beings. 
But sir, ther@is anotherof my fel- 
low creatures whose eyes I can 
presume to meet ; and proud am I 
to say that you are the person :— 


| you have bestowed an additional 


value on my almost joyless exis- 
tence ; and God reward you, sir, 


; for the satisfaction which you 


have given toa poor, forlorn, and 


4 miserable orphan !” 


“¢ Mademoiselle,” at length ar- 
ticulgted Eugene, taking her hand 
and respectfully bowing as he 
spoke, “this is the happiest 
moment of my life !” He said no 
more : but he had been suflicient- 


ly eloquent. 


(To be continued.) 


A stranger passing St. Pauls 
cathedral, asked a sailor whom he 


| met, what those figures were at 


the west front ? The tar replied, 
“ The twelve apostols.” “ Hew 
the devil can that be ?” replied 


_ the other when there is but six of 


them ?”—-* Damn me,” said the 
sailor, “ sheuld you have them 
all on deck at once.” 
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Sa ~- a ae 
INVISIELE SPECTATOR. 
es 
“ To la-h the vices of the age.” 


— -—— 


Saw 
ed 
INUMSER 7%, 


* The Isb'e’s full.” 
Some god, mere bad, and 
Some good tor—notling. 


I have naw opened my budget, 
and have laid all my correspon- 
dents’ letters before me, Sure 
never wos a Merry Andrew so 
fall of business, as I am at pre- 
sent. Here am J, like a secretary 
of state, with a multitude of pa- 
pers on the board : there is scarcely 
room for pen and ink! but hav- 
ing a fire near me, to receive eve- 
ry letter that is rejected or an- 
swered, I hope I shall be able tg 


make room for more. 


Sarak Won writes me a won- 
derful melancholy story of the 
cruelty of her hard hearted gardaz, 
“T vant u deer 


as she co }!s him. 


Mister Invisibul Spectatur tow 
favir mee with a cai—bee witnes 
w! hizcrewaltie, and nok out hiz i.’ 
—that is, she wants me to knock 
ort her guardian’s eye, that he 
may not be able to play the part 
of frous any more, but by her 
happy method of spelling, I think 
she !as completely deprived her 
gardan of his i, though, according 


to her letter, I confess she wants 


io 
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| watch-word for the evening ; we 


To Mr. Invisible Spectatcr. 
My dear fellow, 

We've had roaring fun in 
our neighbourhood lately ; guilt- 
ing frolicks by the dozen or more; 
I was at one a few nights since, 
and it would have delighted you 
beyond measure, if you had had 
the honor of being there. Only 
think, about thirty.two young 
misses present. After tea, all fell 
to talking: scandal was the 
handled as many characters dur- 
ing six hours, as would fill one of — | 
your numbers: your character 
under the hammer of at 
for cne 


wes 
least a dozen tongues, 
hour—nothing was wanting but 
a few beaus, which in the hurry 

of making up the party, were | 
| forgot to be invited. Our neigh- | 

bour T , however, came in 
during the evening, and joined 
heartily in the. seandal. You 
don’t. know, dear Spec, how he 
talked—knew every character in 
the city, 
gave us great pleasure. 





male and female, and 
Iam ¢£o 
Ceiighted with quilting folicks, 
that l intend to pester ray mother 
and aunt until we have one. 
I am, Sir, 

Your most obedient, 

Peter Pgatixe. 


al 


I shall conclude this number 
with a whimsical story, related 
by a friend ef mine, Jack Noisy. 
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it; then, while I counterfeit a 
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To the Invisible Spectator. 
Sir, 

I ama great advocate for 
mirth and frolick, and make it 
my constant study to teaze an old 
super: titious aunt of mine, that’s 
terribly afraid of ghosts and hob. | 
goblins. 


alarming her in some dark corner 
There is nothing that ean disuade 
her from a supposition, that there 
e.istthe apparition of dead peo- 
ple. For the sake of net appear- 
ing the instrument of those noises 
and knockings which she so much 
dreads, I laugh at the idea, and | 
pretend an anxiety of removing 


serious face, and preseh against 


the possibility of such non-beings }4 


as she talks of,I pull a secret 
string, which sets all the bells in 
the house ringing—ith ? What’s 
tnat ?? I cry. “ There, master 
Dick, there,’ she replies— that’s 
your blasphemous speech ; you 
see now that there’s something’— 
‘ Pardon me every bit as bad ; 
hearing or seeing, it’s all the same 
tome; it shews that there are 
What! that dead 
men are alive?’ There do you 
hear ! Lard bless me—keep the 
devil from us—be quiet, what sre 
you grinning at? Oh for shame.’ 
My dear aunt, seeing is believing, | 


apperitions. 


| 


I have frequentiy drest }} 
myself up ina whiteisheet,‘or dis- 
figured my face for the pleasure of 


: 





don't mind what you hear, with- 


out you see it.” ¢ Dont talk to me 

sir, dont you think 1 know what’s 
' what /’—In this manner, Sir, we 
| pass the time, to my great enter- 
tuinment and her wonderful un- 
easiness! But last night a rare 
Joke took piace: it was very late. 
I yasin bed; she appeared before 
me with a glimmering light— 
Dick! Dick! Dick !—I awoke 
gt the third sound: What! what 
what !-.0h my dear, dear, dear, 





nephew ! run! for some poor 
restless unsppeaced spgrit is in the 
parlour: I haye ot courage to 
question it, and beg you will go 
down. Oh, curse the spirit, let 
me go to sleep ! Qh, for shame, 
periiaps he is cursed. I now did 
hear a noise, and apprehensive of 
thieves, immediatety rose up, and 
seized my blunderbuss; but my 
infatuated aunt was more afraid 
ofthe dead than the living. I 
proceeded, haif-dressed, to the 
parlour, followed at a respectful 
distance by the old lady: but 
The cat had, 
some how or other, forced his 
head into a wrv pither, where 


guess whatl saw ! 


there was some milk, and could 
not possibly get out again, and 
grimalkin, enraged at the misfor- 
tune, dragged it about the room, 
making a violent noise. Onmy 
approach, he had just broke the 
vessel, and released himself: I 
smothered a Jaugh atthe joke, 
made a friyolous excuse (a pparent- 





ly) to my aunt, and seemed agita- 
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ted : she was confirmed in her 
opinion that she had seen some- 

», and perceiving the pitcher 
broke next morning, will not be 
persuaded but some unfortunate 
soul is haunting the house. 


T. FP. 


‘< Momus” is received, and shall 
be attended to. 

The piece signed “ @. Z, K,” 
is inadmissible. . 


T. P. 


BPI LOL 


Kor the Weekly Visitor. 


eeovree 


WHAT a delightful satisfac- 
sion flows into the reflecting 
mind, when it contemplates man, 
2s a being guided by the superior 
wisdom, and preserved by the Al- 
mighty power of God, his crea- 
tor How rich the 
picture! man, the subject of ma- 
ny conditions, many vicissitudes, 
many joys, and scrrows, safely 
counJucted through the changing 
scenes of life, and finally brought 
to the close: the bed of death. 
There can be no lesson so interest- 
ing, so instructing, so replete with 


redeemer. 


,and 


counsel, 


Surely the consolations of a 
christian must be substantial and 
enviable. ‘1 feel,” says he, “ that 
Tam dying : death is awfal, but 
neither surprizing nor terrible. I 
have been too long accustomed to 


— 





contemplate it at a distance to be 
terrified at its approach. Asa 
man, I have feared death, as a 
christian, I trust I have overcome 
this fear. Why should I dread 
that which revelation has convin- 


ced me will be an improvement 
to my being, an inconceivable im- 
provment. I have habituated 
myself daily to reflect on the va- 
nity of life, the certainty of death, 
the awfulness of judgment, and 
the duration of eternity. 


The longest life, with all its 
concerns, shrinks to a point, in 
the sight of a dying man, whose 
eye is filled by eternity. Eterni- 
ty is a depth which no geometry 
can measure, no arithmetic can 
calculate, no imagination con- 
ceiye, no rhetoric describe. The 
eye ofa dying christian seems 
gifted to penetrate depths hid 
from the wisdom of philosophy, 
It looks athwart the dark valley 
without dismay, cheered by the 
bright scene beyond it: it looks 
with a kind of chastised impa- 
tience to that land where happi- 
ness will only be holiness perfect- 
ed. ‘There ail the promises of 
the gospel will be accomplished : 
there afflicted virtue will rejoice 
at its past trials, and acknowledge 
subservience to its present bliss. 
There the secret self-denials of 
the righteous shall be recognized 
and rewarded, and all the hopes 





: 


of the christian shall have their 
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complete consummation. The 
time of my departure is at hand, 
my redemption draweth near ; 
my hope is full of immortality : 
this is my comfort, not that my 
sins are small or few, but that 
they are, 1 humbly trust, pardon- 
ed through him who loved me, 
and gave himself for me. Faith- 
ful is Ae who has promised, and 
kis promises are not too great to 
be aecomplished: omuniscience is 
my promise, and I hav@ omnipo- 
tence for my security. If painis 
tiying, if death is awful to him 
who knows in whom he has 
trusted, how is pain endured, 
how is death encountered by him 
who has no such support ? How 
invaluable are the principles of 
christianity, how dearly should 
they be cherished in this heart, 


how exceedingly superior and 


rich are its divine consolations : 
how ardently should .they be 
sought after. Surethe last end 
of the good man is peace: night 
dews fa!l not more’gently on the 
ground, nor weary, 


worn-out 
winds expire £o soft. 


GErRA. 


FOR THE VISITOR. 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE, 
PUGILISM. 


J HE lovers of this delight/ul 
amusement were highly gratified 








— x 
at the long expected battle be- 


tween Carr. Vain, “ a damn’d 
clever fellow,” and Bor Hanpy, 
a celebrated bruiser, for two huns 
dred herrings, which was decided 
on Saturday evening last. It took 
place not quite a hundred miles 
from the Shakspeare tavern, where 
an innumerable crowd of specta- 
tors, impelled by anxious curiosi- 
ty, had assembled. The dukes of 
Gloucester and Buckingham, Sir 
Stephen Softshins, together with 
a number of knights lords, barons, 
and private gentlemen of distine- 
tion, attended in person. At nine 
minutes past eight the combat- 
ants entered the ring, attended 
by their seconds and bottle-hold- 
ers—and now the dreadful work 
began : 


Ist Round. Considerable dex- 
terity evinced on both sides—hard 
fighting—clos'd, and fell—bets 
even. 

2nd. Bob gave his antagonist 
a severe blow onthe right eye, 
which for a short time rendered 
him insensible—rally’d again, and 
threw Bob upon the rope—odds 
upon the captain. 

3d. Nothing material this 
round, except the loss of the cap- 
tain’s fore-finger, which Bob swal- 
lowed while the captain was in 
the act of pulling off his under-lip 
—bets the same. . 

4th. ‘Considerable science dis- 
played on both sides—Bob placed 
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a well-directed blow upon the left 
cheek of his opponent, which split 


his mouth from ear to ear—é to 
3 on Bob. 

Sth. Captain quite fnrieus— 
elosed upon his man, and tirew | 
him ; while fallying, struck him 
onthe nose, which completely 


swept it from existence—bets 
even. — 
6th. Bob smiled—met his on 


ponent with confidence: placed 
a .blow under ihe left eve, and 
tore his forehead off : closed, and 
fell, Bob uppermost. 2 tol on 
Beb. 

7th, 8tb, and 9th. Smart, sci- 
entific sparring, with but triiiing | 
consequences, 








10th, his round gave Bob | 
decidedly the advantage. The, 
captain seemed confident of put- | 
ting in a2 blow of considerable | 
magnitude, which bBob-seemed , 


act of placing it, his foot slipped, | 
and hic opponent gtruck him in | 
the sige, which broke nine of his | 
ribs. 4 to lon Bob. | 
11th. The captain, however, | 
recovered in time, and disputed | 
the ground with more thar usu- | 
“algnergy--put im several severe | 
iiows, one of which tore away 
¢hejaw-bone of his antagonist, 
and otherwise considerably injur- 
ed him. No betting. 
h, 13th, and 14th, was at- 





12% 


~e 





- : 4) || rounding spectators. 
rather shy of, and while im the i ; 6 SP 
|| diately threw a somerset over St. 





| 
| 
| 


/ meal. 


tended with but little injury on I 
either side, except the breaking | 





of Bob’s back, which was effeet- 
ed by achimney-sweeper heav- 
ing his scraper at him, being a 
particular friend of the captain’s. 
Odds on the captain. 

15th. Bob smiled again—pla- 
ced several effective blows about 


' the body of the captain, which 


we are told produced somewhat 
ofa qualm in his stemach ;-he 
faltered, and was falling, when 
Bob struck him on the back of 
the neck, and completely severed 
his head from his body. 


This blow decided the question. 
The friends of the captain inter- 
posed, and after considerable en- 
treaty, persuaded him to retire, 
which, with great reluctance, he 
complied with. Bob was there- 
upon proclaimed victor, and the 
prize awarded him, amidst the re- 
peated acclamations of the sur- 
He imme- 


Paul’s church steeple, and alight- 
ed at Newburgh, where we un. 
derstand he intends to remain du. 
ring the winter. 


Bob is a fine looxing fellow, 
and from his briliant display of 
science on this occasien, bids fair 
to become the champion of the 
age ; he weighs upwards of forty- 
seven pounds, can lift a fifty-six 
in one hand, and thinks nothing 
of devouring aside of beefata 
‘“‘ T loves tokay.’ " 

FER FAW-FUM. 
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For the Weekly 


—— 


Mr. Srecraror, 
We witness with much re- 
gret, the prevailing follies of the 


age, and have often endeavoured to 


frown them out of existence; but 
our /ooks of disapprobation have 


p2ssed unnoticed. We think how- | 
ever, a penetrating mind, would | 


have found them sufficiently legi- 
ble. Butsince you, Invisible Sir, 
ean bend the bow of satire, unob- 
served by moriui eye, the ladies 
hope sincerely, you will soon di- 
rect your darts, toward the conical 
colums of stupid stares, which 
form an aisle as we pass through 
the sacred church-yard, on the 
sabbath. If weare indeed, such 
object of admiration, we wish the 
gazing multitude would appoint 
amore convenient time, to treat 
us with their “ side-long”’ glances. 
We admire their prucence, how- 
ever, in throwing petticoats about 
their shoulders, les Boreas’ pier- 
cing blast should effect their con- 
stitutions, aay 


Like the victorious Persians, 
you drive from the ficld of action, 
the follies you attack. Leonidas, 
thou he would not yield, yet final- 
ly he fell. Thus fall the stubborn 
follies beneath your darts of satire. 
An arrow from the poisonons tree. 
of Jaya, would not wound more 
mortally. And since we shall 





— -—— 











no more “ sell the thimbie,” ~we 
must agai be entertained, with 
—‘Yon are very handsome Miss.” 
—“ Oh what Jeavenly charms.” 
** One smile from those dear eyes 
animateg my very soul,” é&c. 
‘However, while they imagine 
they flatter ws, they are in reality 
deceiving themselves, and we are 
laughing at their deficiency,of in- 
tellect, an¢ want of materials for 
conversation. The former wethink 
insipid in its nature, and despicabie 
in practice; and _ the latter dero- 
gatory to the human mind. 
A CARELESS OBSERVER. 


— 


Inured to hardships, to dangers, 
and te the perpetual change of 
compnaions, the seaman contracts 

a species of stoicism which might 
raise the envy even ofa Diogenes. 
Avast there! cried a sailor to his 
comrade, who was buised in heay- 
ing overboard a division of a mess. 
mate, jastcevt in halves bya chain 
shot, “avast! let us first see if 
he hasn’t got the key 
mess chest in his pocket. 


of oug 


—— 


Eve, say the Rabbins, is derived 
from a word which si-nifies ta 
prattie. ‘The first womaa took 


the name forthe following reason, 


When God had created the 
world, he threw down from hea- 
ven twelve basket« filled with 
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Prattle ; the woman picked up | 
nine of them, whilst her hasband 
had hardly time to colleet the o- 
ther threo. 

Turo. Cibber, in company 
with three other bon vivants, 
ynade an excursion. Theo. had 
a false sct of teeth—a second a 
giass eye—and a third a cork Jeg 
«bunt the fourth bad nothing par- 
ticular, except a remarkable way 
of shaking his head. They tra- 
velled in a post coach, and while 
they were going the first stage, 
after exch bad made merry with 
his neizhbor’s infirmity, they a- 
greed that at every baiting place, 
they would all affect the same 
singularity. When they eame 
to breakfast they werealf to squint 
and as the countrymen stood ga- 
ging round, when they first alight- 
é?, Od rot it,” cried one, 
“s how that man squints!’ ‘ Why 
dam thee,’ says a second, ‘ here 
be another squinting fellow !’ 
Yhe third was thought to bea 
beiter squinter than ‘the other 
ta, the fourth better than all 
ghe rest, In short language can- 
not express how admirably they 
squinted, for they went one de- 
gree beyond the superlative. At 
dinner they all appeared to have 





bout made more diversion than 
they had done at breakfast. At | 
fea, they were all deaf; but at | 
supper, which was at the ship } 








at Dover, each man re-assumed 


his character, the better to pay ' 


his part in a farce they had con. 
certed among them.— When they 
were ready to go to bed, Cibber 
called qut to the waiter, ‘ Here 
you fellow, take out my teeth.’ 
‘ Teeth sir,’ said the man. * Aye, 
teeth sir. Unscrew that wire and 
you'll find they’ll all come out 
together.’ After some hesitation 
the man did as he was ordered. 
This was no sooner performed, 
than a second called out, ‘ Here 
you, take out my eye.’ ‘ Lord sir, 
said the waiter, youreye! ‘Yes 
my eye. Come here you stupid 
dog—pull up that eye-lid, and it 
will come out as easy as possible.’ 
This done, the third cried out, 
Here you rascal, take off my leg. 
This he did with less reluctance, 
being before apprised that it was 
cork, and also conceived that it 
was his last job. He was how- 
ever mistaken. The fourth watch- 
@i his opportunity, and while the 
poor frightened waiter was sur- 
veying with rueful countenance, 
the eye, teeth, and leg lying on 
the table, Come here sir, take off 
my head. ‘Turning round and 
seeing the man’s head shaking 
like that of a mandarine upon a 
chimney piece, he darted out of 
the room, and after tumbling 
headlong down stairs, he ran a- 
pout the house swearing that the 
gentleman upstairs were certainly 
ull devils. 
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Go, said agentleman to his I- 
rish servant, and bring the parcell 
I left at the sign of the frying pan. 
The servant returned, and said he 
could not find out the sign. The 
master, enraged, desired the 
servant to follow him, and when 
they came to the -hotise, he ex- 
elaimed, Have you no eyes in 
your head, you stupid dolt. Yes, 


sir, said Pat, you desired me to | 


callon the sign of the frying-pan, 
but that is the frying-pan itself, 
which was. actually the case, 


—-— —— 


it is somewhat remarkable, that on 
Friday lust. three dancing-masters in 
this city met with a casualty. Onc 
was attack d by a fit of apoplexy, 
which terminated his existen cein a 
few hours—another fell, and bruised 
his leg considerably, which entirely 
prevented all operation in his profes- 
sional cuaracter—thke same happened 
to another, merely differingia the ef- 
fect, by breaking his arm,wich obii 
ged him immediately to shut up shop, 
and dismiss the company that had al- 
ready assembled. 

——a 

Ia an advertisement for a young 
gentleman, who had lately left his pa- 
rents. itis mentioned, thatif master 
Bobby will return to his disconsolate 
mother,he shan’t be put upon any 
more by his sister, and be allowed to 
iweeten his own tea. 


cE ¢ Pr —— 


HORRID MURL:R! 
It is almost impossible for the 
imagination to conceive a more 


horrible and tragical event in a 
civilizedcommunity, than the one 
which we have now the disa- 
greeable task of announcing, and 
in recounting of which the pen re- 
coils with horror, 


The particulars of this horrid 
deed we have from a young man 
who wasa distant spectator of the 
shocking catastrophe, as given 
before the coroner’s inquest. A- 
bout 1 o’clock, P. M. on Saturday 
last, a young man named David 
Frank, who was in the employ 
of Mrs, Collins, of this borough, 
was seen walking with Miss An- 
na Collins, the eldest daughter of 
his employer (a charming young 
girl of 14 years of age,) on a smali 
island opposite her mother’s resi- 
dence, and en which some ne- 
groes were at work, they had not 
proceeded many paces during the 
Witness’s observation, when he 
perceived Frank encircle Misu 
Collin’s waist with his arm, 
when she suddenly rushed from 
him, uttered a most violent shrick, 
and instantly fell! upon which 
Frank immediately ran to the 2d- 

joining creek and threw hiimse!i 
inte it, apparently with the inter- 
tion of drowning himself, ia 
which, being baffled by the sha! 
lowness of the water, he return- 
ed to the shore which he had no 
sooner regained, than he also feil ! 
The witness, on perciving these 
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strange unaccountable proceedings, 
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procured a canoe and crossed the 
ereek without delay, when on at- 
tempting fo raise the young lady 
(litgle dreaming of her melancho- 
ly fate), ie perceived her throat 
cus from ear toear!! As soon 
as he recovered from the shock 
which so horrid a spectacle natu- 
rally produced, he approached the 
young man, whom he found wel- 
tering in blood ; and’on examina- 
tion he found his throat cut so ef- 
fectually, that his head was near- 
ly severed from his body! ! He 
was lifeless, but the detestable 
weapon with which he had ren- 
dered himself so, (a short butcher’s 
knife) was clenched in his hand. 


The Hon. Dewitt Clinton was, on 
Tuesday last, sworn imto ollice, as 
Mayor of this city. 








MARRIED, 


On Tuesday evening last, by the rev. 
Doctor Mitledoller, Mr. Thompson 
Price, to Miss Eliza James, both of 
this city. 


On Saturday eveuing, the ad inst. at 
Greenwich, (Conn.) by the rev. Mr. 
Smith, Mr. David Kimberly, of the 
house of Waring & Kimberly, of this 
city,to Miss Eliza Ferris, of the former 
place. 


On the a7th ult. at Poughkeepsie 
by the rev. C. C. Cuyler, Charles Lia- 
sey, ceq. aitorney at law, of Montgome- 
ry; Orange county, to Miss Aurelia 


Mitchell, daughter of Isaac Mitchell, 
Esq. of Pougukeepsiec, late Editor of 
the Republican Crisis in that city. 


At Hartford, Coan. by the Rev. Dr. 
Perkins, the rev. Elihu Mason, o! Her 
kimer, N.Y. to Miss Eliza Belden, of 
the former place. 


On the 223 of last month, by the 
rcv. Mr. Nelson, Mr. William Land- 
rine, jun. to Miss Phebe Bishop, all of 
the town of AZount Pleasant. 





ee 


DIED. 


On Monday eveuing last, after a 
short illness, Mrs. Sarah Corne, wife 
of the late capt. Corne, aged 72 years. 


Suddenly on Tuesday evening last, 
Mr. John Harbeck, late of Albany, 
aged 65 years. 


On Friday last, in a fit of apoplezy, 
Mr. Join Hamilton Hulet, for many 
years a professor of dancing in this 
city. 


On Thursday, Benjamin Donavan, 
in the 22d year of his age. 


On Wednesday morning, in the 318¢ 
year of his age, Ignatius Redmond. 


In Waterford, (Ireland)the rev. J. 
Dickson. He was in his desk, and 
had just given out his text, “ We 
must all appear before the judgement 
geat of Clirist,’’ when he fell dowa iz 
his pulpit, and instantly expired.” 


In England, late'y, Jeremiah Jacobs. 
He was sitting alone in his parlour, 
when a mouse suddenly darted across 
the room,which threw him intoa 
swoon, and he survived the dreadful 


occurrence but a few hours. 

















Sweet Charity gave up her reign; 
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‘The Restoration of Charity. 


Sung at the anniversary of the 
Albion Society New-York, 
18li. 


Writeen by Mr. Henry Pope. 


WHEN vice asssil’d this lower 
sphere, 
And shook creation’s plan ; 
Almighty justice frown’d severe, 
And man was foe to man ! 


And sought more genial skies ; 
And all the virtues in her train, 


With Pity veil’d their eyes. 


For lapse of ages darkness spread, 


1 
The following ODE was sung 


at the same time. 


the glad strain, 





| Sweet Charity comes to renew her 

lost reign ; 

| From heav’n he’s descended, the 

| wretched to cheer, 

To wipe from the orphan. and widow 
the tear ; 

| And human affliction to soothe and to 

| share : 

| Then sons of fair albion, your homage 

; prepare, 

Let ev’ry warm bosom her influence 

own, 
| And there the sweet cherub will soon 
fix her throne. 


Miid peace will retarn, mad ambition 
shall close, z 

The desert, shall blossom and bloom 
as the rose ; 

| Fair Commerce her stripes to eath 
shore shall extend, 

And all nations on earth shall meet as 
a friend— 

The ste4l-polish’d . armour, the spear, 





And strife each bosom tore ; 

Dark superstition rear’d her,head, 
And smil’d on human gore. 

Lo! Howard came ! and for his train 
The Graces all prepare 

On Albion’s isle to fix their reign, © 
And bloom forever there ! 


— ——— some 


Loud Pens rang from shore to shore, ' 
And albion’s happy race 

To western worlds the treasure bore, 
Columbiz’s sons to bless ! 

Then on the board rich viands lay, 
And pour the sacred song ; 

And faith, and hope, and charity 
Shall bless the festive throng ! 





and the shield, 

: The weapons of death, of the blood 

- tainted field, 

The cannon’s rude mould, that the 
welkin doth rend, 

All! all into ploughshures, and reap- 
hooks shall bend. 





Prepare then the feast, kind relief 
joins our hands, 

For friendship and charity rivet the 
bands ; 

| And ali the effusions that soften the 

| soul, 

| Shall glow in the heart, from the full- 





i owing bowl ! 


Tus day shall be sacred, then swell” 
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May Philant hropy spread, to gladden || Oh, scene of woe, heart-rending sight - 
each shore, Can’st thouturn from them ?—yes. 
4nd sorrow and sighing be heard of | behold ! 
no more ; From all these heaps of hoarded 
And every fond widow, on maternal gold 
knee, Not one, one piece to save them ?— 
4 husband’s dear image, or Howard’s not a mite ! 
may sec ! 


Pitiless wretch! such ‘shall thy sén- 
tence be 

At the last day, when Mercy turns 
from thee ! 


—-—s 








Tine uGH life’s dark mazes doom’d 


To Hope. ! 


. 
So eh & ae 


to grope, . i Epitaphs. 
Without one beam of orient day, f' sien in this grave lies a Cave: 
I hail thy star, inspiring Hope, f RE al ‘ 
‘ a grave ‘a cave ; 
To light me on my dubious way. ; : If cave be grave, and grave be cave, 
But ah ! thy star shines not to save, I! Then, reader, judge, I crave, 
That shines so bright, and smiles Whether doth Cave lie here in grave; 
80 fair ; ; Or grave lie here in Cave ? 
It only lights us to the grave, If grave in Cave here bury’d lie, 
The yawning gulph of <icep despair. |} Then, grave, where is thy victory ? 
Go, reader, and report here lies « 











Awhile, with ray unknown before, . Cave 
It gilds each valley, glade, and {? Who conquers death, and buries his 
_ glen; } own grave. 
Then sets in night, to rise no more, || —— 
Or rises to deceive again. | HERE lies the last ofold Bob Wood, 
[ Bost. Cent. Who liv’d and died as well as he could. 
— 
te 
Epigram. 
Avarice. SHORT epigrams are 5 ¢: kon’d best, 
This must be good, it’ short enoughy 
O Avarice, thou rage accurst ! at least. 
Insatiate dropsy of the soul, 
Will nothing quench thy sordid thirst, ~ —_—_—— 





Were the sea gold, would’st drink 
the whole ? 
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Lo, Pity pleads—what then !—there’s |} ALEXANDER C. MORTON, 
none ! 
No. 3 Dutch-Street. 
The widow kneels for bread—begone! gli igure 


° ° ene 
Hark in thine ears the orphan’s cry ; 





They die of faminc—let them die! Two Dollars Per Anum. — 





























